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Chapter | 


W000 I'M BACK, BABY! 


| know I've been gone for a few months or so.. Well, I've been dealing with a lotta shit and been spending lots 


and lots of time with my family. 

Spare time? That went to the Hobbits for a while, haha But Nexus really brought back my interest for writing 
Motley Crue fanfics. She unknowingly made me realize how much | miss this site, my readers here and 
everything about it! 

So here is a new story. Enjoy! 


Contains explicit gay sex. :D 


Nikki/Tommy 


Told in Nikki's POV. 


198. 


Finally, my dream is becoming a reality, the band I've envisioned all these years finally coming to life. Songs are 
written, ready to be recorded to an album, ready to be branded with a label.. The fans are growing, the gigs 
becoming more exciting with each show. There's only one problem, Tommy Lee; my lean, mean drumming 


machine. 


That little fucker.. He doesn't even realize the things he does.. What he provokes in my already twisted mind. 
He's ignorant and oblivious, when he gives me that big, goofy grin that no one else has, when it's just us and 
he has a few drinks in him and starts dancing around.. The way his hips sway back and forth, my gaze going 


from them to that firm ass of his. 


| always end up either watching him, or closing my eyes as | day dream of him lying on the bed, naked and 
exposed to me.. His slender frame under the weight of my muscular one.. Though he's taller than me, | would 
still dominate him, for my Tommy knows nothing about the things | want to show him, teach him. It makes my 
skin crawl in a sweet sensation. Makes me swallow deeply. Makes it hard to keep my hand off my crotch when 


he's around, makes it hard to suppress my groans for him. 


As of lately, I've had to force him to sleep in Vince's room, much to my singer's dismay. Tommy doesn't know 
why. Tommy thinks I'm mad at him about something, thinks he's hurt me somehow.. He just doesn’t know, my 
poor little clueless Tommy. If only he knew how the wet dreams wouldn't leave me alone, taunting and begging 
me to give in. | couldn't keep it up, sleeping in the same room with him, fantasizing about him, silently jerking 


off to thoughts of him. 


God, why do | think the things | do? He's still just seventeen for fuck's sake! He is underage and | know | 


shouldn't look, shouldn't want to touch but fuck, | have never ached for someone so much. 


| bite my bottom lip, my hand on my cock, stroking it further to life. Eyelids are closed, thoughts are on him.. 
That look of innocence in his eyes as he stared up at me, lips parted in soft pants, whimpers leaving him now 
and then as he clutches at the sheets and begs me.. Begs me to fuck him harder, tells me not to stop.. Wants 


everything | can give, so eager to learn. 


"Fuck" | breathe out. My temperature rises, a feeling of warmth coiling in the pits of my stomach, moving 
down to my cock, and | grow harder by the second, pre-cum beginning to leak from the tip. Nothing in the 
world matters to me tonight, as | lay here on my bed, naked and getting off once again to something | know | 


could never have. 


"Tommy." | mutter, almost as breathlessly as | would picture him saying my name, as | thrust up into my own 


hand, stroking more frantically now. It won't be long until | release all my desire and then shame finds its way 


in my conscious, tormenting me until | succumb to sleep. 


Why him? Out of all people, why him? Just a mere teenager, who idolizes me.. I'm more of an older brother, a 
teacher than anything. And yet, | think such dirty things about him. It's disgusting, my attraction to him.. Yet, 


it's an addiction. | can't stop. 


"Mm, Tommy, yes..” | groan again, imagining what it must feel like to be buried inside of him, so tight, so 


warm, so inviting. 


"Um, Nikki.” And just like that, I'm pulled out of my stupor, eyes opening wide and l'm not sure what happens 
faster, me scrambling to hide the evidence with my pathetic excuse of a blanket, or me catching the sight of 
the very one | can't get out of my head. 


"T-Bone! The hell are you doing here?! Why aren't you bunking with Vince?!" | ask in a growl and he looks down, 
like a puppy that had just been scolded. 


"You didn't hear?" Tommy asked, almost too quietly for me to pick up. "Vince was fighting with me.. He said he 
was sick of sharing his room, wanted his privacy again and he literally threw me out and slammed the door in 


my face." 


"And you couldn't sleep on the couch?" | ask, without realizing how cruel it sounded until it was too late. 


Tommy looked up at me, and though | couldn't see the hurt in his eyes, | could hear it in his voice. 


"Sure.. | guess.. | didn't realize | was a bother to you too." He said, voice shaky. He was at his breaking point, 
ready to spill tears because he couldn't stand it anymore, me giving him the cold shoulder. "Goodnight, Nikki.” 
He turns, and starts to head out then. 


Its a split second before | decide | can't do this anymore. "Wait" | say and | grab his attention immediately. He's 
staring at me now, no doubt hopeful. "You're not a bother to me.. l'm sorry, | don't want you sleeping on the 


couch." 


He gasps, and then he smiles. Yet my eyes are not adjusted to the darkness and | can't see that beautiful 
smile of his. "I promise, Nikki, it'll be like I'm not even here.. So whatever you were doing, don't let me 
interrupt." He says, as he begins to make his way toward the mattress lying on the floor, the spot that was 


once his. 
"Tom" | call again, my eyes fixated on his silhouette. "Hm?" He asks, giving merely a glance my way. 


"You." | trail off, swallowing the lump in my throat. Fucking hell, only he can make me choke up. "Uh... Actually, 
you can come sleep in the bed with me." Its almost a whisper but he hears it regardless. He's quiet, and | can 
feel his gaze upon me. | have never offered him a place in my bed so | can imagine his shock. "If you wanna, 


that is." | finish, saying nothing more afterwards. 


He wastes no time in joining, practically diving into my bed, excitement coursing through him. "Thank you, Nikki!" 
He exclaims, paying no mind to the effects he unknowingly still has on my body. Instead, he scoots under his 
side of the blanket, snuggling into it. 


| watch him for a moment, then | slowly ease back down beside him. I'm facing him, and his back is to me. | 

know he's trying not to make this awkward but | can't stop staring. The moonlight is shining through, lighting 
up his features.. That smile still on his face though more content than excited, and hair messy against the 

pillow. He's completely naked (as he always is at night), and it physically hurts. He's so beautiful.. 


| bite into my lip again, | can't deny it anymore, it's too much to bare. | reach over, fingertips ghosting along 


his arm, and back up again, daring not to touch his sides or anything lower just yet. 


"N-Nikki.." He mutters and his voice hitches, skin shivering under my touch. | can feel the goose bumps along 
his arm. "W-what are you doing?" He asks so innocently, yet with a touch of knowing in his tone. 


| merely shush him, as | press myself against him, rock hard member pressed against his ass. My arm sneaks 
under his, wrapping around him and | trace around his nipples with my fingers, taking time to make each one 


perk under stimulation. 


He takes in a deep, rigid breath. "Nikki" He speaks again and it only arouses me further. | like the way my name 


rolls off of his tongue. I'll make him scream it out before the night's over. 


"My sweet Tommy.." | trail off, leaning in closer, kissing him upon his neck. "I've longed for this moment for 
such a long time" | say, warm breath brushing over his skin and he writhes in my grasp. | grind up against 
him, nuzzling him affectionately. Never have | treated someone so delicately but Tommy's so scrawny.. So 


fragile.. | don't want to break him. 


| move my hand further south, and breathe a softer sigh when | grasp a length that puts even mine to 
shame. He's hard, and still growing. | stroke him slow and sensational and just like in my fantasies, he whimpers 


ever so needy. 
"Like that, do ya, baby?" | ask, voice husky and full of lust. 


"l. Oh.. Mmm." He practically purrs, unable to form a proper sentence. Not that | needed a verbal answer. It's 


written all over his face that he does. 


| stroke him a little while longer before | decide to move on | press my fingers to his lips, and he opens, 
inviting them in. "Get them wet." | order, and he does as he's told, licking along the digits. When | was satisfied, | 
retracted them, hand going back down between his thighs. 


Instinctively he parts them, and | waste no time in pushing a finger into him. He gasps, hole clenching. | kiss 


along his shoulder blade and whisper words of comfort to him. "Relax, love.. Itll feel good soon" | assure. 


He wiggles in my hold, a whine leaving him. "It feels weird." 


"Patience.. You'll be begging for more." | say, adding a second digit, releasing a soft breath. Just having my 


fingers enclosed in that heat nearly makes me cum. I've dreamt of this moment for so long.. 


| work at stretching him out for a moment longer, his soft groans of discomfort filling the air, and yet they 


only make me all the more eager to take him, fast and hard, like I've always imagined. 


"Nikki sto-" he says again in means of protest but | don't stop, fingers finally brushing against that sensitive 


bundle of nerves within. 


Tommy gasped again, crying out in pleasure. | smirk against his shoulder. "Whats that? You want me to stop?" 
| ask teasingly. 


He pants softly. "No, no, no! Don't stop, please!" He pleads, desperation running thick in his voice. Begging suits 
him well, 


| still my fingers. "Are you sure?" Okay, now I'm just being cruel but | can't help myself. | like having him at 


my mercy. 
"More, Nikki" he orders, pushing back against my fingers, aching for that sweet sensation again 


‘Oh, Tommy." | mutter, allowing him a little more satisfaction before | withdrew my fingers from him. 


Prepared fully or not, | cant wait any longer. 
He chokes out another sound of disappointment. 


"Look at me" | order softly, and he does, expression needy and beautiful eyes silently begging. | capture his lips 


with mine in a deep kiss of passion. 
He parts his lips willingly as my tongue brushes against them, then dives in, getting a feel of him. 
| take hold of my cock, lining it up to his entrance, pushing in slow. 


| devour every moan and whimper, lips never parting with his. Our gaze breaks when he closes those beautiful 


optics of his, shut tightly in discomfort. It takes all my might to not just give one big thrust in 


Once I'm finally engulfed in his tight heat, | release a sigh of satisfaction I've fucked a lot, but after tonight, | 


know itll never be the same. Nothing can compare to my drummer. 


| don't ask for permission, instead | drape his leg over mine, giving better access as | begin to move, deep 
groans echoing in my throat as | go agorizingly slow at first, picking up speed only when | felt Tommy loosen 


more. 


"Mmph.. Nikki... Nikki.” He mutters, breathlessly, eyes fluttering open to watch me. "Touch yourself" | order and 
he does, so obediently. | capture his lips for another kiss as he takes hold of his glorious manhood and strokes 


in time with my thrusts. 


The faster | go, the louder he moans, the harder | pound into him, the sweatier we get and the sloppier his 


kisses become. 


He jerks himself frantically, desperate for his release. He finds it mere moments later, practically screaming 
out my name as he shudders in my hold, spurt after spurt coating his hand, stomach and a good part of my 


bed. 


| can't control myself anymore, | reach my climax the moment his walls clench around me. All | can do is bury 


my face in his shoulder, so my sounds are muffled as | spill out deep within him. 


It leaves us both panting for air, but for once, it's Tommy who's energy is completely drained. After | regain 
my breath, | slowly pull out of him, giving a low groan when I'm completely out of his warmth. | remain silent 


for a bit, then the guilt starts to set in, like it has so many times when | dreamt of this. 


| just took my teenage drummer.. | sigh again, this time in disappointment in myself. “Tommy, |-" | want to spit 
out an apology, though | know | can't take tonight back. The aftermath leaves me nervous, wondering what he'll 


think of me now. 


"That." He breaths deeply. "Was AMAZING!" He exclaims and it catches me by sheer surprise. "R-really? I.. | 
didn't hurt you did |?" | ask, concerned of course. | just took his damn virginity in a sense. He should be furious 


at me, not praising me. 


"Yeah." He answers, and then chuckles. "It hurt at first but, it felt really good at the end.. | wanna do it again!" 
He seemed a little too excited for this. But l'm still uneasy. Something's different.. This isn't just a normal one 
night stand type of thing for me. This is something that has consumed me since the moment | laid eyes on 


this scrawny kid. 


"Well, | hate to break it to ya but that's all | got for tonight.. And you need time to heal. Regardless of what 
you think, this was your first." | growl softly, a part of me irritated while the other remains in worry about 


him. 


He smiles though, turning to where he can face me this time. | frown when he winches but he doesn't seem to 


mind. He's still smiling when his eyes meet mine. 


‘| love you, Nikki" he says and | almost laugh. My poor clueless kid. | smile back at him, brushing a strand of 


hair out of his face. "I love you too, Tom" | say ever so casually. His brows furrowed though and he glares. 


"No, | think I'm in love with you." He admits and | don't respond, | can't respond. | want to say it, want so badly 


to mean it but | just can't speak it so easily. 
All | can do is continue to smile as | caress his cheek. "Get some sleep, kid" 


He grinned back at me, eyes already drooping from exhaustion "Not a kid.” He mutters, snuggling into me. | 
wrap my arms around him, embracing him as he drifts off to sleep. 


